


Pericles 


Saule. To night, to night, but Miftrefle, doc you know,.,! 
French Knight thatcowres i’th hams? 

Baud. W ho CAPounfier Verdins ? 

B oult. I 3 he offered to cut a caper at the prodimation, butL- 
made a grone at it, and (wore he would fee her to morrow ” 
Baud, Well, well, as for him he brought his difeafe hitL 
here he doth but repaire it, I know he will come in our fhad 
to fcatter his ctownes in the Sunne* 

Boult . w ell, if we had of every Nation a traveller, we 
lodge them with this figne. 

Bkud, pray you come hither a while,you have Fortunes com. 
ming upon you, raarke me, you muft feeme to doe that fearefil. 
ly, which you commit willingly, depife profite, where p 
have moft gairie, to weepe that you live as you doe, makes pi^ 
in your lovers feIdome,but that piety begets you a good opini< 
on, and that opinion a meere profite. 

Mar, X underhand you not. 

B o u lt,0 take her home Miftrefle, take her home,thefe blulk 
of hers muft be quencht with feme prefent praftife. 

Mari. Thou faift true yfaith, fo they muft, for your Bril; 
goes to that with lhame, which is her way to goe with ty- 
rant. 

Boult. Faith feme do,and feme do not, but Miftreffe,ifIhM 
bargaind for the joynt. . . 

Baud. Thou maift cat a morfell off the fpit. 

Boult. I raay fo. 

Baud. Who fhould deny it ? 

Come young onc,T like the manner of your garments well* 
Boult . I by my faith, they lhall not be changed yet. 

% Baud. Boult , fpend thou that in the T o wne,report what a fo 
lourner we have, you 5 1 lofe nothing by cuftome. When Na- 
ture framed this peece, (he meant thee agoodturne, therefore 
fay vvhat a paragon (hee is,and thou haft the harveft out of thine 
owne report. 

Boult . I warrant you Miftrefle, thunder lhall not fo awaketho 
beds of Eeles, as my giving out her beauty, ftirs up the lewdly 
enc.ined, lie bring home feme to night. , 


Strides Trim if Tyre: 

e Baud;C ome your wayes, follow me. 

tjMar. If fires be hot, knives fharpel, or waters aeepc» 

Vntide I flill my virgin knot will keepe. 

Diana aide my purpofe. 

Baud. What have wee to doe with Wum f pray you goc 
with us. £ **r 
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Enter £lcm aniDiomdal 

\ 

Dion, why arc you fooliih, can it be undone ? 

Cleon, O Dionizda, luch a peece of (laughter. 

The Sunne and Moonenere looktupon. 

Dion, I thinke you'l turne a childe againe. 

Cleon. Where Ichiefe Lord of all this fpacious world, Ide 
give itto undo the deed. Oh Lady, much lefle in bloud than ver- 
rue, yet a Princefle to cqudl any Angle Crowne of the earth, in 
the jufticeofcompare. O villaine. Leonine whom thoti haft poi- 
foned too, if thou hadft drunke to him, it had beene a kindnefle 
becomming well thy face, whatcanft thou fay, when Noble 
P ericles (hall demande his childe ? 

Dion. That (he is dead. Nurfesarenot the fates to fofter it," 
nor ever to prefcrve,(he dide at night, Tie fay fo, who can croffe 
ir,unleffe you play the Innocent:and for an honeft attribute, cry 
out fhee dide by foule play T 

Chon. O go too, well. Well, of all the faults beneath the hea- 
vens, the gods doe like this worft. >, 

‘Dioniziia. Be one of thole that thinkes the pretty wrens of 
Tharfus will (lie hence, and open this to Pericles ,1 do (hame to 
thinke of what a Noble ftraine you are, and of how coward a 
fpirit. 

Cleon. To fuch proceeding, who ever, but his approbation 
added, though not his whole confent, lie did not flow from ho- 
nourable courfes. 

Diomzia. Beitfo then, y et none doth know but you how 
Are came dead, nor none can know Leonine being gone, Shee 
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